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M USINGS
THE SCAB ON THE WOUND
by Dr. Shyamkant S. Kulkarni
(Author’s Disclaimer: “The Scab on the 
Wound” is fiction. Any resemblance to a living 
or dead person is by chance and is regretted by 
the author.)
I was working on a few old charts 
at the Nurses’ Station. “She shot her­
self,” a nurse rushed in and told the 
doctor working beside me. She left 
without saying anything further.
“Is she badly hurt?” I asked.
“I don’t know. Probably not. 
Weather seems cool.” He replied with­
out looking at me. I got up. I was off 
duty and had promised Rekha, my wife, 
to take her to Roman Nose Park in the 
evening. It was seven o’clock already. I 
came out and started toward the door. 
The Emergency Room was at the other 
end of the corridor.
I approached the door, and I 
could see a woman lying on the high 
and narrow bed in the Emergency 
Room. I wondered who she might be. I 
opened the door, but some unexplained 
curiosity stopped me. I walked back 
and entered another way.
“What’s your name?” the nurse 
asked the patient, whose blouse was 
stained with bright red blood. On the 
right, there was a patch of black caused 
by the gun powder. Her face seemed 
familiar. I was trying to recall who she 
was, but for a moment I couldn’t re­
member.
“Peggy Sue,” I heard her say.
I turned away and then suddenly 
remembered her. I had seen her just a 
tew days ago. She was my patient, and 
I was right there on the spot.
“She’s my patient. Could you get 
the x-ray tech to come in? Start an IV. 
Let it run as fast as possible, oxygen at 
four liters, CBC, Chem 20, ABG, stat,” I 
said mechanically as I rushed toward 
Peggy.
I took my stethoscope out of my 
pocket.
She was breathing all right. The 
wound wasn’t bleeding. She wasn’t in 
any distress.
“Peggy, what happened?” I asked
“I was checking my pistol when it 
accidentally fired.”
“Where were you when this hap­
pened?”
“In the bedroom standing by my
bed.”
Peggy smelled of alcohol. It was 
obvious that she had had many drinks. 
Surprisingly, she was alert.
‘Then?”
“I came outside and called Hariy. 
He was working at the farm.” Harry was 
her ex-husband.
“He brought me here,” she now 
started crying.
“Do you stay with him?”
“No, he does my farming. He was 
working on the tractor.” She owned 
eighty acres of land and was staying at 
the farm house.
“Did you want to hurt yourself?”
‘No. Why should I? I was clean­
ing the gun.”
“How many times did you fire it?”
“Only once.” She had two entry 
wounds on the chest just below the 
right breast and one small exit wound. 
Compared with the blood loss, she 
didn’t appear to be in much danger.
The x-ray technician still hadn’t 
arrived.
Outside, Elmer, a police officer, 
was speaking with a rather fat man of 
about sixty who was about five feet 
three inches in height, almost bald with 
very thin hair in front. His face was 
red, and a few drops of sweat stood on 
his forehead. There were a few stains of 
soot on his chin and upper lip.
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“He’s Harry Bolton, her ex-hus-
band. ”
“How do you do? I greeted him. 
“What happened?”
“I don’t know. She came out 
calling me. I jumped out of the trac­
tor. ‘I shot myself she said.”
‘Do you stay with her?”
“No. Sometimes she might come 
to me for a few days, but she stays by 
herself.”
It doesn’t look like an accident. 
Doc. She hid the gun under the mat­
tress of her bed. It was a point twenty-
two. It could fire twice, once cocked.” 
Officer Elmer interrupted.
I again returned to Peggy.
‘Did you drink?”
“Only two vodkas.”
“Do you drink often?”
Her old records revealed that she 
had been admitted previously for alco­
holic intoxication and delirium on 
several occasions, twice for drug over­
dose, and once for shooting herself. Of 
course this was several years ago. “I 
stopped drinking five years ago. I just 
had a few drinks today after five dry 
years.”
“Why today?”
‘I don’t know.”
Outside, Harry had told me that 
she had been terribly depressed for the 
last two days.
The nurses took her cart to the 
X-ray Department. By now, the tech­
nician had arrived. The x-ray showed 
that the bullet had gone through lungs 
and diaphragm and was embedded in 
the soft tissue near the spinal cord. 
She was lucky enough; it had spared 
vital blood vessels and the heart and 
hadn’t produced much damage in the 
lungs.
Peggy Sue obviously needed the 
attention of a thoracic surgeon and 
perhaps a neurosurgeon. I placed a 
call for a thoracic surgeon. He wanted 
her to be transferred to a hospital in 
Oklahoma City. I made the necessary 
arrangements; in a few minutes, she
was in the ambulance on her way. Her 
daughter arrived a few minutes after the 
ambulance left.
I had seen Peggy in my office the 
day after Tom Jones died in the plane 
crash after his magnificent dive in an air 
show while thousands of spectators were 
watching.
“She was crying all the while,” 
Rekha told me afterwards. ‘Her only son 
met death several years earlier in a simi­
lar accident. He dived from thirty thou­
sand feet in a training mission at Tinker 
Air Force Base, and the plane blew up.”
‘He ran away from home and 
joined the Air Force,” she had said in the 
end.
The tragic death of Tom Jones in 
the Soviet Mig at Will Rogers Airport 
brought back memories of her son. Her 
only son! She had to postpone her trip 
to California. With that heavy burden, 
she couldn’t go on vacation.
“Do you know who called just 
now?” As soon as I entered the office 
next day, my secretary asked.
“Who?”
“Peggy Sue! She’s coming to see
you.”
“What’s going on? I sent her to the 
City last night. She had a gunshot 
wound.” I was puzzled.
“She signed out against medical 
advice.”
‘How could she? Why didn’t some­
body call me? She needs to go to a men­
tal institution,” I exclaimed.
Since she was due any minute, I 
needed to do some homework. “Will you 
get me the Sheriffs Office and maybe the 
Welfare Office?” I asked my secretary.
By the time Peggy got into the 
office, we were ready. The surgeon had 
decided not to remove the bullet at the 
moment as it wasn’t causing any harm 
and probably because Peggy had no 
medical insurance.
Harry came in with Peggy, who 
had spent the night with her daughter. 
Harry bought her a carton of cigarettes
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Harry came in with Peggy, who 
had spent the night with her daughter. 
Harry bought her a carton of cigarettes 
to last for several days. She had to 
wait in my office for a while that morn­
ing since many formalities had to be 
completed. All that time Peggy was in 
the room with Rekha and was talking 
continuously. I wondered what she 
might be saying.
Later, Rekha told me, “She 
doesn’t own eighty acres; it’s just a few 
acres, and she said that she doesn’t get 
much from it—just a third. Harry used 
to beat her, so they separated. They 
used to quarrel all those years. He was 
her third husband, and he used to 
drink quite a bit. He was drunk most 
of the day. Her son couldn’t stand 
that, so he ran away. He was hand­
some—just like Mike, his father. 
Whenever she looks at his photograph, 
those moments come alive to her...that 
midnight of forty years ago...their prom 
night. She has two daughters who 
have their own problems. She some­
times stays with Mike, and at times he 
comes to her house.”
“Still I don’t understand what 
precipitated this. For seven years she 
was all right,” I said.
“How do you know she was 
okay?”
I had no answer except her medi­
cal records. For her, those seven years 
were unusually quiet.
Miss Jones was to arrive at 
twelve. She was an officer from the 
social institute. I wanted to send Peggy 
to the mental institute for a few 
days...compulsory detention! She 
might have harmed herself again...by 
slashing her throat with a knife, hang­
ing. or anything. 1 had to tell Peggy 
what I was planning for her, but she 
knew what I was going to say. “I’m 
ready for anything you say. Doc. I just 
don’t want to go to that house.” She 
paused and then started again, “Glass 
pieces are still scattered everywhere.”
“What glass pieces?”
“Harry was drunk. We both were, 
and we had an argument. As usual, he 
insulted me. He called me a whore and I 
rebuked him. I shouted and told him 
his mother was too. Then he threw the 
photograph of my son on the ground 
with such a hatred and stomped over it. 
It broke into pieces. I couldn’t stand 
that,” she said further.
At that moment, Miss Jones ar­
rived and took over.S
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